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One 
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Knocking on the door, he waited, having learnt patience the hard way. But there were times when it still didn't 
come easy. He knew it had only been moments since his knuckles had connected with the hard wood but it felt 


like hours, like a lifetime. 


But then again, it had felt like many lifetimes since he'd got the call that one of their kids had been hurt, that 
the poisoned dwarf had lost her temper and ended up hurting his kid. 


He didn't know how badly; just that Magni was hurt and he had to be there. It hadn't been a request; the kid 
hadn't asked for him or anything. It had been simply that he had to be there. 


He'd almost missed the muffled ‘leave me alone‘ through the door, the anger colouring those words, at least 
showing that it wasn't serious and that he was going to have a very pissed off Icelandic singer on his hands. 


That thought, instead of bothering him one iota, had him grinning wolfishly instead. 


Oh, they may have flown his wife and child in to show some compassion but the singer already knew the price 
of the game. And Tommy was well-aware that Magni didn't doubt who he belonged to. Nor did Magni doubt 
that he belonged to him. 

"Open the door, dude.." His voice had darkened as another image of his kid being hurt had played over his 
mind's eye. "before | take it off its hinges." The door had finally opened but all he got was a view of the other 
man's back as he'd stalked away, the rocker's own fury quite evident in every move. 

"Look at me." 

The command had been implicit. No, their relationship had never reached that stage. It'd been close on occasion 
but he'd never pushed it that final step. And he wouldn't, not without some discussion, even if right at that 


moment every instinct he'd ever had screamed at him to claim and protect what is his. 


Magni turned to face him, head bowed, hands shoved in his pockets. He'd breathed a little easier as he saw the 
cut was nothing serious even though it was still bleeding a little as head wounds will. 


As his worry died, it had tapped into something darker. A voice that had whispered to him that someone had 
dared to hurt and mark something that belonged to him. 


Magni's eyes had drifted to his, something flitting through them he'd not totatally recognized. A finger crooked 


at the other man beckoning him over. 

That little movement had not been a request. 

The other man had taken those couple of steps without a sound. It had been in complete silence, a silence that 
spoke volumes of things he was now seeing for the first time. Of a training that he should have recognized 
from the first. 

His Nordic kid stood before him head bowed, eyes down, hands neatly folded behind him. 

He couldn't have stopped the word leaving his lips even if he'd wanted to. "Mine." 

And he'd deny it to his dying day, the stuttering of his heart when that softly accented voice had replied. 


"Yours..." 


Neither would he ever admit to his soul taking flight when a couple of heartbeats later, that other word had 


followed. 


"Sir" 


~ End ~ 


